Voices from the empty well                                             20
of our breaths into vapour.
Walk and hear
the sound of dry leaves
trampled under your feet.
After the long walk,
when we lie down in peace
at that place where
the earth ends and the time stops,
looking at the sky with closed eyes
we shall see our Jerusalem,
our Benares, our Mekka
and the shade-giving Bodhi tree:
the pilgrimage of souls.
We shall smell the fragrance
of heavenly coral flowers!
(Epilogue)
Life is eating itself.
Lamps that lighted hopes
in pathetic eyes,
are vanishing one by one.
Black curtains are falling
one by one.
Soon
rats will run around
on the empty dais,
insects will crawl.
Spectators
left for their homes
one by one.
For, how long can the play last?
That is the court of Indra6,
the divine music of Gandharvas7!
Where is Rambha8?
Where is Urvasi?